be veiled without difficulty by masses  of filmy,
swiftly-moving cloud.

"You've not yet got to Sainte-Veyres for the very
good reason that there's no place of that name now.
You've got to ask for Chauvigny. I was waiting in
order to tell you that. Besides, you're following the
bad road."

"What d'you mean, the bad road?"

There's always a bad road as well as a good one.
You've obstinately made up your mind to use the one
that nobody ever bothers about. The one you're on
serves only for kids when they're ou-t after black-
birds."

"Good night."

"You know which way to go ?"

"I'll manage: I come from these parts."

"No one'd guess it."

"Are you, or aren't you, going to leave me alone?"

Fran9ois had covered a few more yards when he
heard himself again being questioned by the man who
was still standing motionless in his corner.

"Seen Alice?"

Francois came to a sudden stop and turned his head.
The man was leaning against a wall. He was holding
a slender stick in his hand which he was amusing
himself by breaking into small pieces.

"What's that got to do with you?"

Tin interested."

*Are you her intended?"

The man had by this time come close to Fran$ois,
He laid hold of the lapels of his wind-cheater, and
shook him. He smelt of bark, of old wood, like a cat
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